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And rai Britannia s Publick Poſts retiteʒ. ; 
No longer her ungrateful Sons to {Ha 1 
For their Advantage Sacrifice Jonny 


ue into Foreign Realms my Fates covers *M C 5 
Through Nations fruitful of Im mor N —_— 
an Where Thi ſoft Seaſon and inyiting Clt Ub: 
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For whereſoe'te I turn my raviſh'd Eyes © W 

Gay gilded Scenes and ſhining Proſpects riſe; * ' + by 
Poetick Fields encompaſs me around, | oe Ti 
And till 1 ſeem to tread on Claſſick Ground ; _ A 
Por here the Muſe fo oft her Harp has ſtrung, T; 
That not a Mountain rears its Head unſung; N N 
Renown'd in Verſe each ſhady Thicket grows, | W 
And ev'ry Stream in Heav'nly Numbers flows. Or 
How am I pleasd to ſearch the Hills and Woods 

For riſing Springs and celebrated Floods! W 
To view the Near tumultuous in his Courſe, ' U. 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his Sourſe ; © A | 
To ſee the Mincio draw his wat'ry Store -— || ©" 
Through the long windings of a fruitful Shore | 
And hoary Albuls's infected Tide © Th; 
O're the warm Bed of ſmoking Sulphur glide. © _, Or 
- Fird with a thouſand Raptures I furvey Wa 25 
Eridanu through flow'ry Meadows ſtray, * To 


be King of Floods! that rolling o'er the Plains 
The Tow'ring Alps of half their Moiſture drains, | 
And, proudly ſwoll'n with a whole Winter's Snows, 
Diſtributes Wealth and Plenty where be flows. 


Sometimes miſguided by the tuneful Throng 
look for Streams Immorrtaliz'd in Song, 
Thar Joſt in Silence, and Oblivion lye, 5 An 
¶ Dumb are their Fountains, and their Channels dry,) 


Tet tun forever by the Muſes Skill, . I 
And in the ſmooth Deſcription murmur ſtill. An 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retixe, „ 1 
And the fam'd River's empty Shores admire, A 
That deſtirure of Strength derives its Courſe ; He! 


From thirſty Urns and an unfruitful Sourfe ; 


Vet 


Vet ſung ſo often in Poetick Lays, 


T- with. if p N . " * r Ry J * 
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With Scorn the Danube and the Nile ſugyeys. . ; WES 
So high the Deathleſs Muſe exalts her Theme! 


Such was the Boy, a poor Inglorious Stream 


That in Hibernian Va les obſcurely ſtray'd, 

And unobſerv'd in wild Megnder's play d; | 
Till by your Lines and Naſſaus Sword renown'd 
Its riſing Billows through the World reſound, 
Whereer the Heroes Godlike Acts can pierce, 
Or where the Fame of an Immortal Verſe. 


— 


Oh, cou'd the Muſe my raviſh'd Breaſt inſpire 
With Warmth like your's, and raife an equal Fire, 
Unnumb'ced Beauties in my Verſe ſhow'd ſhine, 

And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine al 

See how the golden Groves around me ſmile, 
That ſhun the Coalts of Britains ſtormy Ile; 

Or whon tranſplanted and preſery'd with Care, 
Curſe the cold Clime and ſtarve in Northern Ait. 
Here kindly warmth their mounting Juice ferments, . 
To nobler Taſtes and more exalted Scents. 4 
Ev'n the rough Rocks with tender Myrtle Bloom, 
And trodden Weeds fend out a rich Perfume. | 
Bear me ſome Gods to Baje's gentle Seats, 

Or cover me in Umbris's green Retreats, = \ 
Where Weſtern Galcs cternally reſide, | 
And all the Seaions laviſh all their Pride; 
Bloſſoms and Fruits, and Flowers together riſe, | 
And the whole Year in gay Confuſion lies. 


Immortal Glories in my mind revive, 
And in my Soul a thouſand Paſſions ſtrive, 
When Rome's exalted Beauties I deſcry 
Magnificent in Piles of Ruin lye : 

An Amphithearer's amazing height | 
Here fills my Eye with Terror and Delight, 


Immor- 


6850 


| That on its dolle Shows unpeopled 1 Io 
And held uncrouded Nations in its Womb. 
Here Pillars rough with Sculpture pierce the ni 


"iT t 


And here the proud Triumphal Arches riſe, 
Where the old Romans deathleſs Acts dilpisy d. 


heir baſe degen'rate Progeny upbraid. 
Whole Rivers here forſake their Fields belo! 
And e at their 43 POTN? Airy 


Still to new 6 m 
And the dumb ſhow of 


6 


8 


W 


Heroes, and God:, and Roman Conſuls 1 Fez 
Stern Tyrants, whom their Cruelties renown, _ 


| And Emperours in Parian Marble frown, 


g * 
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11 19 * 
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P 


an ring Muſe retires, 

| reathing Rocks admires; _ 
| Where the ſmooth C4:ſc/ all his Force has ſhown, . 

And ſofted into Fleſh the rugged Stone. 50 

ln ſolemn Silence, a Majeſtick Band, 


While the bright Dames to whom they humbly 00d 
Still new the Charms that their proud Hearts ſubdu d. 


Fain wou'd I Ropbact's Godlike Art rehearſe, _ 


* And ſhew th* Immortal Labours in my Verſe. 


Where from the mingled Strength of Shade and Light 
| Anew Creation riſes ro my Sight? - 


Buch Heavenly Figures from his Pencil flow, 
EF So warm with Lite his blended Colours glow. 


From Cheam to Theam with ſecret Pleaſure Ks, 
Amidſt the ſoft Variety Im loſt: | 
Here pleaſing Airs my raviſh'd Soul confound” 


Wich circling Notes, and Labyrinths of coef My 
Here Domes and Temples riſe ia diſtant Views 


And opening Palaces invite my Muſe. 


How has kind Heaven adotied the happy 4 


And ſcatter'd Bleſſiugs with a waſteful Haud! 8 
Bur what avail her unexhauſted Stores, 


Iy blooming Mountains, and her ſanny Shores, 


"AR 
Q ew. 


With 


V. 
7 
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And Tyranny ufurps Her happy Plaius??:: 


: © OthePs wich Tow 'r ing Piles may pleaſe the Sight, 1 


1 


With all the Gifts that Heaven and Earth imparr, 5 
The Smiles of Nature, and her Charins of Art; 
While proud Oppreſſion in the Valleys reigu sm 


The poor Iahabitant beholds'io vai 
Therredning Orange, and rhe ſwelling Grain: © | 
Joyleſs he ſees the growing Oyk and Wines, 
And in the Myrtle fragrant Shade repine s 
Staves in the midſt of Nature s Bounty curſt. 
And in the loaden V ineyard dies ſor irg 24, %% © | 
r ene a 


Oh Liberty, thou Goddeſs Heav'nly bright, 2; 
Proſuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant wirh delight. 


Eternal Pleaſures in thy Preſence reigag qm MW 

And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton Train! D 

Easd of her Load, Subjection grows more light. WM 

And Povert) re chearful in thy Sight: 

Thon małſt the gloomy Face of Natute gay: 

Giy'{t Beauty to the Sun and Pleaſure 0 the Day. 4 
. ee eee NEAR men, nee e ELIT SHES 


Thee Cod, Thee Bvitamiia's Wie adores; 
How oft has the exhauſted all her Stores, Or mies? 
How oft in Fields of Death thy Preſence ſoiight? 
Nor thinks the mighty Prize too dear] bought 1 | 
On Foreign Mountains may the Sun 1 fine 4 ; Y 
The Grape's ſoft Juice, and meflow it to Wine, 
With Citron Groves adorn à Aiſtant Soil, © +» 
And the fat Olive ſwell with Aoods of Oyl:' | s 


"x as. + 


We envy not the warmer Clime that lies 
In ten Degrees of more indulgenr Skies 
Nor at the Courſencls of our Heav'n repine, © ' 


Tho o'er our Heads the frozen Piladi ſſline: 
Tis Liberty that Cyowuns Brit angia 8 le, * Rl | 
And makes hei barten Rocks, and her Bleak Mobntains 


(mile. 


And in their proud aſpiting Domes delight. 722 
e 5 


: * A = ;} 
"dt bt Gd ö 
. 4 ; 
9 
. 1 * 


1 27 7 7 * * 
\ » 
1 ; ö — 
* 
a C1 * 2 ” 
CT 7 ' 1 


Pl 
\\ 


1 lone Fee to the Rl d 3 give; 2 1 
Or teach their animated Rocks ta live 
Tis Britain's Care to watch oer Europe Fate; 28 
And hold in Balance each contending State, [ 


To threaten bold preſumptious Kings with War; 
And anſwer her -Mifted Neighbour's, Pray r. 
The Dane and Swede, royz'd up by fierce Alarms | 
Bleſs the wiſe Conduct of her Pious Arms. 
Soon as her Fleets appear their Terrors ceaſe 


And all the Northern World lies han d in we * 


Tub. Ambitious Cal beholds with ſecret Dread 
Her Thunder aimd at his aſpiring Head, 
And fain her Godlike Sous wou'd diſunite 
By Foreign Gold, or by Domeſtick Spite; 5 
But ſtrives in vain to Conquer or Divide 


| Whom Naſſar Arms defend, and Ones gu, 


Fir d with the . which I ſo oft have found” | 6 
The diſtant (rv and different Tongues reſound 0 | 


] bridle in my ling Muſe with Pain, “ 
VThat longs to Hanh into a bolder Strain. 

But F've already xroubl'd you too long, 165 
Nor dare attempt a more 93 65 'rous Song. 
My humble Verſe demands a ſofter Theme, 44. 
A painrd Meadow, or a purling Stream . : a 
Uafit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays, W. 


And * like e or like Wehe We ne, Ia 
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5 Alexis aud 3 5 


5 Men." Ehold Ala e th gloomy Shade, MN 7 
FI + Which ſeems alone for Sorrows ſhelter made; y 
Where the glad Beams of Light can never pla, 
Bur Night ſucceeding, Night excludes the N 3 
Where never Birds with Harmony repair, 
I And lightſome Notes, to cheer the dusky Air, 
- | To welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel, . 
ah By Morning Lark, or Ev'ning Philomel, . 


1 2 $28 


; : 


5 No Violet here, nor baiſio, cer was ſeen; $ 

No ſweetly iy padding g Flow'r, nor ſpringing Green: 
HE For fr yrtle, and the bluſhing Role, 
I Here banal Yew wich deadly ol grows. 


%. 


here 


WH 10 45 
Here then, ended on this wither'd Moſs, 
Well lie, and thou ſhalt ſing of Albion Lob; 


Of Albion s Loſs, and of Paſtore's Death, Ban 
Begin thy Mournful Song, and raiſe thy runeful Breath By 
| 
Alex. Ah woe too reat! ah Theme which far exceed; mw 
ö The lowly Lays of 2 Shepherds Reeds ! Beg 
O! could I ſing in 11 8515 of equal Strain, 12 
With the Sila Bard; York pr Swain; Th 
Or melting Words, aud oving Numbers chuſg,). W. 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colins mourning Muſe, © An 
Could I, "like him in tuncful Grief excel, pre 
And mourn like Stella for her 4ſtrofel ; beg 
Fhen might J raiſe my Voice, (ſecure of skill,) 
And with melodious Woe the Valleys fill, © 
- Theliſftning Eecbo on my Song ſhould wait, 
And hollow Rocks Paſtoras Name repeat 1 ?} 
| Each whiſtling Wind, and murm ring Stream hy f No 
ii tt te N 
How lov'd ſhe livd, and how lamented fell. 3 PN. 
FE No 
Mem. Wert thou with ev'ry Bay and Lawrel 1 ple 
And high as Pan himſelf in Song renown'd, WI 
Vet wig not all thy Art avail toſhow Gre 
Verſe worthy of her Name, or of her Woe: « [ 
But ſuch true Paſſion in thy Face appears, a N 
In thy pate Lips, thick Sighs, and guſhing Tears; 177 Ber 
Such tender Sorrow in thy Heart Tread, e 8 Ne 
As ſhall ſupply thy Skill, if not exceed. To 
Then leave this common Form of dumb bill, Io 
Eich vulgar Grief can Sighs and Tears expreſs, . For 


In ſweer complaining Notes thy Paſſion vent, ln e 
And not in Sigbs, 11 W ords Fang ONE Dea 


ara Wud be my Thoughts, Menlo, wild, my I. 
(Words tra 


Lark 'ofs as Naares Note in waer Bites” 
4 Font 


| "< 11 8 V 
A Jounllek 7 Verſe, and roving by my ene, 
various as Flow'rs on unfequented Plains. . 4 
And thou Tbalia, Darling of my Brant 25 eV 
ath. NU By whom infſpir'd ] Mag Comm Feaſt; 15 
| While i in a Ring the jully Rural Throng 
eedꝭ Have ſate, and {mwiP'd'rohear my chearful bea. 
Begon, with all thy Mirth and ſprightly Lays, | 
My Pipe no longer now thy Pow'r obe mT 
earn to lament, my Miſe, to weep, and mourn, .. | 
I Thy ſpringivg Lawrels all ro Cypreſs turn; 3 
Wound wich thy diſmal Cries the tender Air, 
I And beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Hair; 
I From hence, in utmoſt Wilds 1 5 dwelling chuſ- 
Begon Thalia, Sorrow is my Mule, 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, * 
And Sable Clouds ber chalkie ch ade. 


No more theſe Woods ſhall with ker Gght be bleſs 
ou'd ] Not with her Feet theſe Flow! ry Plains be preſs d; 
(tell | No more the Winds ſhall with her Treſſes play, » 1 
And from her balmy Breath ſteal ſweets _ 5 4. 
No more theſe Rivers cliearfully ſhall paſs; 
nd, ¶ Pleagd to reflect the Beauties of her face 5 T | 

While on their Banks the wond'ring Flockshave ſtood} 
Greedy c of Light, and negligent of Food. rx | 


No more the Nymphs ſnall with ſoft Tales delight 1 
I Her Ears, no more with Dances pleaſe her-fighty | 
Nor ever more ſhall Swain make Song of: Mirth 
Io bleſs the joyous Day that gave her Birth: 
Loſt is that Day, which had from her its Lig ht, 

I For ever loſt with het im endleſs Night; FE er 45 
„ hn endleſs Nig ht, and Arms ot Death the lies 1 
ent. Death in Erernal Shades has ſhut HOO Eyes. JOS 


m 188 ye Nymphs, 1 0 eier 
18 Stray al the Flocks, and Helurt Weche pala, alt 


"FU L497 ME 0 | 


NS - S > 2.0 


* id +4 
l 


4 . 
- * F . 1 e n * N K 
25 4 * | l v e * 18-2 - a 5 4 L . 
* 7 wy x; T7 EDY if SH 7 * n 5 ö ot W A 8 
G * 4 e - ) 2 8 T : 
I , q " l 
. 'T; P T ” 4: 1 
Fd 7 0 * " - 
4 [ : * 1 Z 4 
, ö 1 
1 * 1 F * ” 
a : 


Me ade all ye Blow'rs, and wither all ye Woods, 11 


I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
Ad Sable Clonds ber chal Lie Cliffs adorn. 


* 


Within's diſmal Grote, which Damps ſurround, 


All cold ſhe lies upon th”unwholſom Ground? 
The Marble weeps, and with a ſilent pace 
Its trickling Tears diſtill upon her Face. 


FPlallly ye weep, ye Rocks, arid falſly mourn "ſe 


For never will you let the Ny'mph return 185 
Wich a feign'd Grief to the faithleſs Tomb relents, 
And like the Crocodile its Prey laments.  _ 


O ſhe was Heav'nly fair in Face and Mind! 
Never in Nature were ſuch Beauties joyn'd 2 - 
Witliout all ſhining, and within all White; 
Pure to the Senſe, and pleaſing to the Sight; 


Like ſome rare Flow'r, whoſe Leaves all Colours yield, 


And opening is with ſweeteſt Odours fill'd.  . 

As lofty Pines oertop the lowly Reed, 15 5 

So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed; 
To which excelling Height ſhe bore a Mine 


Humble as Oſiers bending to the Wind. 


Thus excellent ſhe was Pan 
Ah wretched Fate! She was, but is no more: 
Help me ye Hills, and Valleys to deplore. 
©] mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion more, 

And Sable Cloud: ber chalkie Cliffs adorn. 


From that bleſt Earth, on which her Body lies, 
May blooming Flow'rs, with fragtant Sweets ariſc : 
Let Myrrbs weeping Aromatick Gm, 
And ever-living Lawrel ſhade her Tomb. 
Thither let all the induſtrious Bees repair, j 
Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Honey there; 
Thicher Jet Phories wich their Train reſort, / 
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight Sport 5 
"Xn . | „ 1 0 


HOT 


* 


Nor Holly-buſn, nor bitter Elders bow; 


F 


8 There i in unuſual wailings waſte the Night, NG 


And watch her by the Fiery Glow-worms, Light. 13 


There may no dif na Yew, nor Cyprels groe, 


ey. 
WAP 
"» 


Let each unlucky Bitd far build his Neſt, 


And diſtant Dens receive each howling Beat. 


Let Wolves be gone, and Ravens put to fl 3 * 11 
Wich hooting Owls and Bats that hate the Light. 
But let the ſighing Doves their Sorrows bring, . 632 
And Nie in ſweet ee ſing ; 


Let Swans from their forſaken Rivers 


4 


# 


And Sickning at her Tomb make hafle to he, 7 | 


eld, 


[here 


Thar they may help to ſing her Elegy. Il 
Let Echo too, in Mimick Moan deplore, - _ 19 
And cry with me Paſtora, is no more. 

1 mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

| And Sable Clouds ber chalky Cliffs _ | 


And ſee the Hear as to weep in Dew repare, 
And heavy Miſts obſcure the burd'ned 1 | 15 
A ſuddain Damp cer all the Plain, is ſpread, ff 1155 
Each Lilly folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head: 6 
On ev'ry Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears 
And ev'ry Bough a weeping Moiſture bears. 
Their Wings the Feather'd Airy People droop, 
And Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. 

The Rocks are cleft; and new deſcending ae 


Furrow the Brows of all th impending Hills. 


The Water-Gods to Floods their Riyulets turn, 


And each with ſtreaming Eyes ſupplies his wambagUrn ro, 9 


The Fawn: for ſake the Woods, che Nymphs the Grove, 
And round the Plain in ſad Diſtractions rove; | 
In prickly Brakes their render Limbs they tear, 


And leave on Thornstheir Locks of Go Jen Hate, 2 ' 


With their ſharp Nails themſelves the Sars wound,” 


And tugg their ſnaggy POD and bite FE 155 | 


Ground 
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Io Pan himſelf beneath a blaſted Oak 
Dejected lies, his Pipe in pieces broke: | 
| See Pales weeping too, in wild Defpair, _ 
And to the piercing Winds her Boſom bare 
And ſee yond fading Myrtle, where appears 

The Queen of Love all bath'd in flowing Teats; 
See how ſhe wrings her Hands, and beats her Brealt, 

And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her Waſte! 

Hear the ſad Murmurs of her ſighing Doves, 

For Grief they ſigh forgetful of their Loves. 


Lo Love himſelf with heavy Woes oppreſt! || 


See how his Sorrows ſwell his tender Breaſt; _ 
His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, © 
And folds his little Arms,and hangs his drooping Wings; 
Then lays his Limbs upon the dying Graſs, 
Aad all with Tears bedews his beautequs Face; 
With Tears which from his folded Lids ariſe , 
And even Love himſelf has weeping Eyes. 


| W 1 
All Nature mourns; the Fioods and Rocks deplote,” 


And cry with me, Paſtors is no more! 
I mourn,Paſtora dead, let Albion moarn, 
And Sable Clouds ber Chalk Clift ,, 


The Rock can melt, and Air in Miſts can moutn, 
And Floods can weep, and Winds to Sighs can turn; 
The Birds in Sougs their Sorrows can diſcloſe, 

And Nymphs and Swains in words can teil their Woes, 
But oh! bchold that deep and wild deſpair, 
Which neither Winds can ſhew, nor Floods, nor Ait. 


See the Great Sbepberd, Chief of all the Swains, 
Tord of theſe Woods, and wide extended Plains, 
Stretch'd on the Ground, and cloſe to Earth his Face, 
Scalding with Tears th' alrcady fading Graſs;  * 
To the cold Clay he joyns his throbbing Breaſt, 
No more within Paſtora's Arms to tcſf! © No 
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No more! for thoſe once ſoſt and circling Arms 
hemſelves are Clay, and cold-areall\'hts Charms: 
old are thoſe Lips, Which he ho mare muſt kiſs, 
land cold that Boſom, once all downy Bliſs; 
Pa whole ſoft Pillows, lalfdi in N Del e. 
He usd in Balmy Sleep to loſe tlie Nang 7 
Ah! where i is all that Lal Fondneſs fed? 
. Fh! where is all that tender ſweetneſs laid ꝰ 
Ws ro Dirt muſt all that Heavn of Beauty come. 
\nd muſt Paſtora moulder in the Tomb ! c 
zh Death! more fierce and es far, 3 
han wildeſt Wolves, or Savage Tygers are; 
Nich Lambs and Sheep theit Hungers are a 
ut rav'nous Death 15 Sbepherdels has ſeir d. 
Imourn Paſtora dead, let 1 172 mourn, 2 
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«© But ſee Menalcas, where a Halden Lig bt 
With Wonder ſtops my Song, and ſtrikes my fight! 
F And where Paſtora lies, it ſpreads atound, 
F Shewing all Radiant bright the Sacred Ground. 
© While from her Tomb, behold, a Flame aſcends 
Of whireſt. Firs” whoſe Flight ro Heaven extends; 
On flacky Wings it mounts, 5280 quick as ſight 
Cats thro the yielding Air with Rays of Light; 
Till the blue Firmament at laſt it gains, 
F And fixing there a gloriqus.Star remains: = 
rn; Faireſt it ſeems of all that light the Skies, 


Joes, ! A once on Earth were ade ten Paſtora's Fee E 
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And Sable Clouds ber Chalki Cliffs mag ny 
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Iiſtracted with W 1 0 
For Philla the Fair e 
Since nothing cou'd move 1 
Poor Damon her Lover 
Reſolves in Deſpair 
No longer to languiſh, 1 %% 
Nor bear ſo muc Anguim; e 24) be BY 
But mad with his Love, wee ORR 
To a Precipice goes 1 
Wbere a Leap trom above, jo 
Would ſoon finiſh his Woes. . 3 2 
When in Rage he came theres | 
Beholding how ſteep 
The "des did uppen, 
And the bottom how deep; | 
His Torments projecting, 1 
N 1 And ſadly reflecting, 10 
That a Lover fotſa en | Y 
{ A new Love may get; 
But a Neck when once broken; 
Can never be ſer: 
And that he cou'd die . 
=: When ever he wou'd; 1 FR 
But that he cou'd live 155 he 
But as long as he cou d: 
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Ho grievous ſoever 

The Torment might grow, 

He ſcorn d to endeayour 

To finiſh ic ſo. ! 
But Bold, Unconcern'd 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 

ese calmly return'd 
To his Cottage again. 
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